In 1936, when Franco's fascist army invaded Barcelona and Madrid, members of Communist parties from around the world traveled to Spain to join the fight. Bill was among them, a volunteer with the Abraham Lincoln Brigade.
From 1948 through the 1950s, the Communist Party in the United States changed direction. Fragmentation was inevitable. Lazarre described this turn as "a bad wind." Bill achieved the title of Commissar of the Cultural Region, a vague demotion that nonetheless allowed him to continue his party work for a while.
The rest of the book recounts his later life: a job at Merit Cleaners on the Upper West Side of Manhattan, his testimony before the House Committee on Un-American Activities, and his seven-year marriage to a woman named Maurine, the author's stepmother, to whom she remained close until Maurine's death, in her nineties.
In later legal testimonies, Bill defined his profession as "spotter," the name of his job at the dry cleaners. He was not deported or sent to prison. Instead he was hired by former Communist colleagues to work in a restaurant, and then in a factory. Both his daughters attended City College, and he too continued to study. But later Bill suffered from depression, and his daughters wondered what remained of his earlier life. He seemed to have lost so much. But had he?
One of the book's most moving stories is only a paragraph, but one that says so much about who Bill Lazarre was, even at the end of his life. "In the last line of a letter written to me when I turned twenty-eight," Jane writes, "the last of my birthdays he lived to see, he writes these words: 'My faith in mankind knows no boundaries.'" 
